—

When the Colorado
Burst Its Banks and
Flooded the Imperial

Valley of California

The RIVER

By
Ednah Aiken

Copyright, Bobba-Merrill Company

CHAPTER XXVIii—Continued.
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The night wans bright with stars.
*Pright as day, (en't 17" Because her
volee was curt, and she had not used
hils name, the rising Inflection helped
a Htle! Hateful, to stumble over n
rut in the rond! Of course, he'd make
her take his arm! Of course!

Rickard grasped her elbow., She
wilked along, ber bead high, her
cheeks flnming, nnger surging through
her at his touch.

Stupld to press this r'nnlp.mhlll‘-'hl[\,.

this awkward sllence on her, If he
thought she was going to entertain
him, as Gerty did, with her swift chat-
ter, he'd be surptised! Any other two
people would full Into ensy
take, but what could
din, find to chatter about with this
man stalking along, grimly grasping
her arm? Close as they were, his touch
romnding her every minute, between
themn walked her brother and her
brother's wife—and there was the
Mexican—hateful memory! Of course
she could not be easual. And she
would not force It. IHe had brought
this about. Let him talk, then!

Oppressive that sllence. Then it
<ame to her that she would ask him
the question that his coming had abort-
ed. A glance at his face found him
asmlling. He found it amusing? Not
for worlds, then, would she speak, And
they stulked along. Unconsclously she
had pulled herself away from him. He
took her hand and put it in the erotch
of his arm, “That's better,”" he sald.
Bhe wondered if he were still smiling.

Thelr path led by his tent. Nelther
©of them noticed a subdued light
through the canvas walls. As they
reached the place a figure darted from

L door,

“Oh, sen6t, I thought you wonld
mever come.” It was the wife of Mal-
donado. Her expression was lost on
Innes. The face was quivering with
terror.

“Mr. Rickard,” Innes' words ke
deicies, “1 will leave you here. It Is
quité unnecessary to come farther.”
Quite unvelled her meaning!

It enme so quickly that he was not
ready ; nor indeed had Gerty's Innuen-
does yet reachied him, But the siuntion
was uncomfortable. He turned sharp-
Iy to the Mexican,

“Come In,” he took her roughly by
the arm. She would wake up the camp
with her erying, He put her In a chair.
“Now tell your story.” The woman
had got to be a nuisance. He couldn't
fiave her coming around like this, He
dLind seen that look in the girl's eyos—
“Murdered? Who did you say was
murdered ¥

She lifted a face, frightencd into
hinggardness.  “Maldonado and the
Zirl"”

The night was stripped to the trag-
«dy. “You found them?"

Her face was lifted Imploringly to
him, *Ob, senor, It was not I. By the
Mother of Christ, It was not L"

Rickard was not sure. Her fear
suade hlm suspect her. "“Who was it,
you think?"

“Fellpe," she gasped. “He got away
from the rurales—he came back. He
went home—there was no one there,
Some one told him where she had
gone. Ie came to Maldonndo's. Laue
crezin, tho eldest, opened the gate, He
wus terrible, she sald. He rushed past
‘her. And when he came out his hands
were red. The chlldren heard
They were afrald to go In. I pot there
lnst night. I went In, They were not
quite cold—I1 was afrald to stay, It
would look ke me, senor. Will they

she, Innes Haor-

erles,

take me, senor?' She was a wreck
af terror.

‘Naot f what vou tell me I8 true
Now, et to bed., I'l e you some-
thing that will make you sleep,” He
hustled her out und prepared the
driatght,

He wondered as he got Into bed as

the truth of her story., Disgusting,
such animal terror! Awlward hole,
thnt Fate geemed poseesszed to queer

him with those Hardins!

CHAPTER XXVIL

A Discovery.

The murder of Maldopudo shook the
camp noxt morning. Three ruriles, 1o
brilllant trappings, rode up to Rick-
ard's romad The |

lender, ont
the office, announced thar 1l
in the track of erinl
derer of o rurile
an Indian onmed Felipe, He repeated
the story Rickurd bad heard before.
Would the senor give his respected
permission for notlees to be posted
aithout the camp? A deseription of the
Indian, o rewsard for hizx eopture; the
favor would be inestimable,

Rickard saw the notice Inter that
day. It was naifled to the back plat-
dorm of the Palmyre. He wos on Mar-

wihall's trall, his chlef having falled to

keep an appointment with him, They

were to test the gate that afternoon;

Marshall was returnlng soon to Tue
son.

Eickard tarned bnck townrd camp,
Azep In thought ; so Intent that n sharp
<ry had lost Its echo before the Import
wame to him. He stopped, bearing run-
behind bim. Iones Hurdlo
loping up the hank llke o young

wing steps
was
deer, with terror L her eyus,

give-tand- |

Muldonndo, Hoe wos |
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“Mr. Rickard!™
Rickard I"

She wns trembling. Her fright bhad
flushed her; cheek to brow was glow-
ing with startled blood. e saw an
oldd finsh of startling beauty, the vell
of tun torn off by her emotion. The
wanve of her terror caught him. He
put out bis hand to steady her. Bhe
stoodd recovering herself, regaining her
breath, Rickard rememberod
thut this was the first time he bad seen
hor since the murder of Maldonado,
ginere the meeting with the Mexican
woman at his tent.  “What wus It
frightened you?"

“The Indian, the murderer. Just as
they deseribe lim on those notices, 1
must have fallen asieep. I'd been
rending. I heard a noise in the brush
| nnd there was his face staring ot me."”
Her brenth  was  still uneven, 1
gereamed and ran, Sily to be =0
senred.”

He started townrd the willows, but
ghe grabbed his sleeve. “Oh, don't.”
She flushed, thinking to meet the qulz-
zieal smile, but his eyes were grave,
He, too, had had his fright, They stood
sturing at each other, "“I'm afrald—"
she completed. How he would despise
her cowardice! But she could not let
him know that her fear had been for
him!

He was looking at her. Suppose any-
thing had happened to her! He had a
minute of nausea. If that brute had
hurt her—and then he knew how it
was with him!

He looked at her gravely, Of course,
He hud known it a long tlme., It was
irue. She was going to belong to him,
If that brute had hurt her!

She shrunk under his gravity; this
wans something she did not understand.
They were silent, walking toward the
encampment. Rickard did not care to
talk. It was not the time; and he had
heen badly shaken. Innes was tremu-
lously conselous of the palpitating si-

she cried. “Ar.

snent

lenee,  She  fluttered toward glhddy
speech. Her walk that day, Mr. Rick-
ard! She had heard that water hind

sturted to Nlow down the old river bed
she had wanted to see It, and there
Wis no one to go with her, Her son-
tence broke off, The look he had
turnced on her was so dominant, 8o ten-
deor. Amused nt her glddiness,
yet loving her! Loving her!
wore silent pgnin.,

“You won't go off alone, agnin,” He
had not asked it, at parting. His in-
flectlon demanding it of her, was of
owngership. She did not meet his eyes,

Later, when she was lying on her
bid, face downward, routed, she tried
to analyze that possessive challenge of
his gaze, but it eluded words, She
summoned her pride, but the meaning
ealled her, sense and mind and soul
of her, It eried to her: *I, Cusey
Rickard, whom ywour brother hates,
once the lover of Gerty Holmes, I am
the mate for you. And I'm golng to
come nnd take you some day. Some
day, when I have time!"

Oh, yes, she was angry with him;
| she had some pride, “Why didn't he

unil

They

tell me then?" she erled in o warm tu-
“For I would have
I had tlme,

mult to her pillow,

given him his spswer,

Codfrey Blew Into Camp.

nmple tlme, to tell him

thnt It was
not trae,” For she wonted a difforent
ort of lover, not n second-hand dis-

card: but ane wlio helonged all to her-
self 3 one who would woo, not take her

Lwith thet strange sure look of his.
“You'll he waiting when I come,™ Ah,
ghe would pot, Indeed! She would

|
| show him!

And then she lay quite still with her
hand over her heart, She would be
waltlng when he came for her! Be-
cause, though life hnd brought them
together g0 roughly, so tactlessly had
muoddied things, yet she knew,
would be walling for hlm!

Bhe

Iletore he had left her, Ricknrd had
followed o swift impulse, Those hronge
lamps averted still? Was she remem-
beriog—Ilast night? No mistake like
that should rest between thew. He

N E—.

must set that straight. That much he
allowed himself. Until his work was
done, But she knew—she had seen—
how it was with Lim!

“1 wonder i you would help mo,
Miss Hardin? Wonld you do some-
thing for that poor erazed woran?
I wanted to nsk Mrs, Hardin, but for
some remnson I've got into her black
Just the lttle kindness one
woman can give another. A man finds
It diffieult,. And these Mexiean wom-
don’t understand n
ship.*™

Her eyes mot his squarely, His tan-
talizing sinlle had gone. He wns mak
Ing & demand of her—to belleve him
his request his defense. The glunees,
of yellow eyes and groy, met with o
shock, and the world was changed for
both. Life, with its many gind volees,
was calling to senses and spirit, the
glrl®s still rebellious, the man's sure.

Rickard put out his hand. “Good-
night!"  To both, It carried the sound
of “I love you!" She put her hand in
his, then tore her fingers away, furl-
ous with them for clinging. Where
wis her pride? When he had time!
She fled into her tent.

Nelther of them had seen Gerty
Hardin watching them from her tent
door,

hook=,

*n

CHAPTER XXIX.
A Glimpse of Freedom.

The siding was deserted. The Puol-
myra had run out to Tuscon, Marshall
had gone without apprehension. They
did not expect now to have setbacks,
to have to extend the time set for the
ultimate diversion, The days were
flowing lke oll. The encompment wa:
filling up with visltors, newspaper moen
who came to report the spectacular
capture of the river,

Rickard's day badly begun, plled up
with vexatlons, By sundown, he was
wet to the skin, and mad as a slck Arl-
zZong cat,

mun's friend- |

| and glenming waters,

In this Jaundiced juncture, Mae.
Lean, Jr., brought down his dispatches |
to the river. He read of the burning
of a trainload of rallrond tles, Rickard
swore,

“Anything else plensant?

“A letter from the governor—f{rom |
dadl” MucLean read that his father
begred a small favor of Rickurd,

“Godfrey, the celebrated Jnglish
fenor, is on my hands, His doctors

have been advising outdoor occupi-
tion. I am sending him to you, nsk-

Ing you to give him any job you may
have, He is willing to do anything.
Put him at something to keep lim oc-
cupied”

MuocLean saw Rickard's face turn
red.  “Suffering  cats! A worn-out
opera slpger! What sort of an opera
does he think we're giving down here?
Why doesn't he send me u fur coat, or
a pair of girl twing? Glve the tenor
n role! Anything else? Plle it all
on.'”

“Oh, and one from Godfrey himsell.
He's In Los Angeles. He says he'll be
here tomorrow,” Ho did not wait for
his chief's reply.

At the supper table, Rickard, dry
and In restored humor, alluded to the
Invasion of high notes, “Plty the parts
are all assigned! The only vacancy
Is in the kitchen. I wonder how he
wanld like to be understudy to Ling!"

The next day when the incident had

been forgotten, and while Rickard was
up at the Croseing on the concrete
gute, Godfrey blew [into camp,
wnsg 1 a boy out on a lark., His
brown eyves were danelng over the ad- |
venture, He explored the eamp and
came hack bubbling.

“It's the biggest I ever saw, But say,
Junlor, that's what they enll you,
iEn't it? 'm the only idle man here, |
Can't you give me something to dof
Il do anything, 1I'd like the boss to
find me busy when he comes In”

MacLenn softened the offer, Perhaps
until Mr, Godfrey learned the ropes he
could be of general use.
short-handed the present
there was agnother hesitatlon—in the
| Kitchen ! Ling, the Chinese ¢nok, was
uvercrowided—ao many visltors—
Godfrey, slapping
him on the shoulder, *I don't want to

1 In woy., I want to earn my
bonrid, Lead wme to the ecook!"

Thit evening, the dinner wis helped

They were
uoment—

“Great,”" crowaed

on | way by the best-pald singer of
|07 In an apron, borrowed of
Lin a8 “having the time of his
|1: pretending to seold, had

been won lmimediately, Rickard, hear-
Ing of the Jolly advent, forgot his vex-
ation, ond Mnmediately on his retarn
mantde his way to the mesquit fnelosure
—to greot the friend of George Mac-
| Lean,

| After dinner, MucLean earried off
his prize to the Delta, where Godfrey
enrned biis welcome. Qerty Havilin for-
got to flirt with the engineers; she
hud discovered a new sensation. The
| wonderful volee twisted her heart-
|n!rin::-.: it told her that the heart that
has truly loved pover forgets, and she
knew thut she could never have really
loved, yel, becnuse the youth In her
veins was whispering to her that she
could still forget. Godfrey saw o mo-
blle plaintive face turned up to *he
gibbous woon; he swept It with theills
and flushes,

| Unys of

| keep off the track!

R i

womnn with the plaintive eyes. He
played on her expressions as though
ghie were a harp.

Later, he was presented to Mra
Hardin. She told him that the eamp
wauld no leonger be dull; that she had
ten every afternoon In her ramado.
Shie convicted him archly of British-
hood. “She Lknew ho must have his
ten !

“Tou American women are the waon-
ders of the world! Nothing daunts you.
In the desert, and you give afternoon
tens, I'Il be there every day 1™

o gave her open admiratlon; she

" |looked young and wistful in her soft
' flowing mulls,

the mopnlight helping
her. She foll into a delicious flurry of
nerves  and  excltement. Later, she
wanderad with him from a rude gaping
world into a heaven of sllvered decks
He told her of
himself, of his lopeliness; his music
had dropped him to self-plty.

Gerty Hardin heard her burs drop
belilnd her, She snatched her first
glimpse of freedom,

CHAPTER XXX,
The Dragon Scores.

The Pulmyra was once aguin on its
slding. Marshall was at the front
agnin; having made another of his
swift dashes from Tucson, This time
he expeetod officinlly to elose the gote,
Claudin was with him, She never left
the car, unless it were to step out to
the platform to see what she could
from there of the river work.

Hardin and Riekard had been devot-
Ing noxious weeks, A heavy rainfall
and clowdburst in the mountains of
northern Arizona had swollen the feed-
ers of the Glla river which ronred
tlown to the Colorndo ubove Yuma.
The eroding strenms earried moun-
talns In solution which =settled against
the gate, 1 scour starting nhove and
below it. Rellef had to be given on
the Jump. A spur track was rushed
neross thoe by-pass above the gate, as
the closing of the lll-fated gute with
the flnshboards was no longer possible.
A rock-fHl was the only menns of
closure,  In the distant quarries men
were digeing out rock to fill the call
from the river.

Marshall came down to sce the com-
pleted spur. Bofore he reached the
intnke, the first rock train had moved
onto the spur track. The trestle had
settled, the trauin had been thrown

| from the ralls and wrecked.

Muarshall came In from the damaged
trestle, bringing Rickard and Crothers.
Mrs. Marshall had lovited Innes Har-
din to dine with them. Innes fell to
flushing, nnd chilllng, a8 a lithe-mus-
cled figure came directly to her. His
eyes—where wae the look she had
feared, of possessive tenderness? The
quizzienl glenm was gone. On guard!
A solemn business, loving, when you
koow that it means—life! On guard,
though, to her! She pulled her fin-
gers from his strong llngering clasp,
and jolned Mrs., Marshall,

Rickard had his soldier look on, She
was watching him: covertly as he
talked with hls host and Crothers, as
though she were not there; as though
something were not walting for him to
clalm. Iow could he be talking, ob-
livions of everything else In the world
except the river? Was that—loving?
Could she think of anything else when
he was In the same room with her?
He was o soldler of the modern army.

HFe |1t eame to her, a sort of tender divi-
| nation, that he would not divide his

thoughts, even with her, with love, un-
til his battle was won, Well, couldn't
she understand that? What her accu-
sitlon ngalnst Gerty? Sex honor—
Wasn't that her
own notion? Oughtn't she to be proud
of him?

She had brought a nest of waspish
thoughts tumbling about her ears,
Gerty! Tle hod loved Gerty, He
coulidn’t love her, if bis thoughts had
ever lingered, with that same serious-
Iy soleinn look on the false little face
of her sistordndaw,

After dinner they were stnnding In
the shade of the Palmyra. It was n
soft still afternoon, The flerceness of
the savoge desert hod melted to her
lure, tevond, the turbid wa-
ters of the Colorado bore a smiling sur-
{fave. There was nothing to hint of
treachory

It wns n minute of pleasant lassi-

| tude, snatehed from the turmoll. Rick.

| suddenly

She was o wonderful au- |
dience; she wus 8lso bls orchestra, the |

ard had succumbed to the softness of
the day and his wood. He was enjoy-
Ing the thought of Innes’ nearness,
though she kept her face turned from
hm, Ie knew by the persigtence of
those averted eyes that she was as
acutely consclous of his presence us he
wis, restfully, of hers. Deliberately,
he was prolonging the instant.

A stir on the river hod ecaught the
nlert eye of Tod Marshall, He swore
n string of picturesgue Marvshallinn
ooths, Rlckard's eyes jumped toward
the by-poss. The placid waters had
buckled. Muajestically the
gate rose and went out. Months of
work swept away! The guate drifted
o hundred feet or more. fowe ungeen
obstruction caught It there, to mock
at the labors of man, "

Innes, aghast, turned toward Rick-
nrd. His fuce was expressionless,
There wus a babel of exeited voices

=T 1=y Rl o

behind them, Bodefeldt, MacLean,
Tony, Crothers, Bangs, all talking at
once, Her eyes demanded something
of Rickard. A flerce resentment rose
agninst hig calmness, “He knew it"
she rebelled, *“He's been expecting
this to happen. It's no tragedy to
him!" There was a stab as of physi-
cnl pain; she was visualizing the blow
to Tom,

She heard Marshall's volece, spenk-
ing to Ricknrd., "“Well, yvou're ready
for this." She did not hear the an-
swer, for already Rickard was heading
for the Dby-pass. Marshall and the
young englneers followed him,

To Innes that wreck down yonder
was worse than fallure; it was ruin.
It involved Tom's life, It was his life,
This would be the finnl erushing of his
superb cournge—her thouglits relensed
from thelr paralysis were whipped by
sudden fenr. She must find him, be
with him. The next Instant she was
specding toward the encampment.

gstradn met her on the ran,

Had Gerty heard? The pity that
ghe must know ! She would not be ten-
der to Tom; her pride would be

Rickard Was Heading for the By-Pass,

wounded., She must ask her to be ten-
der, generous, Her footsteps slack-
ened us she eame In sight of the tents.

She heard voices In the ramada, a
man's clear notes mingling with Ger-
ty's ehildish treble. “Godfrey!" Her
mind jumped to other tete-n-tetes. Of
course! So that was what was going
on. And she not seeing! If not one
man, then another! Horrid little clan-
destine affairs!

The meeting was awkward. Speed-
lly Innes got rid of the news, Mrs.
Hardin shrugged. *“I belleve I'll go
out.,” Plalatively, ehe muade the an-
nouncement, as though it were just
evolved. “Now, the camp will be hor-
rid. Everybody will be cross and
everybody will be working."

As she left the tent beyond, Innes
could hear the vibrant velce of God-
frey persuading Mrs, Hardin to stay
there a few weeks longer. She couild
hear him say, *This will delay the turn-
Ing of the river nt the most but a few
weeks, Rickard told me g0 u week ago.
And think what it would be here with-
out youl"

“They were all expecting it!" resist-
ed Innes Hardin, She turned back to-
ward the river, She must find Tom,

CHAPTER XXXI.
A Sunday Spectacle.

Trouble with the tribes was well
grown before It was recognized, Dis-
affectlon wus ripe, the bucks were
heady, the white man's silver acting
ke wine, Few of the braves haod
dreamed of ever posscssing sums of
money such as they drew down each
Sunday morning. Rickosrd began to
suspect liquor opain, In the Indian
cnmp Sunday was a day of feasting,
followed by a gorged sloep; the next
dny ond of lapguor, of growlng inco-
hesion.,

Rickard spoke of it to Coronel,

“Like small baby,"” hunched the old
shoulders, “Happy baby. Preity scon
stop

With the next wages went a repri-
mund, then o warning, 8Stlll followed
bad Mondays, Rickard then issued a
formal warning to all the trilies,

*“The situation with the Indlans s
serious,” sald Rickard to MacLean.

“They're getting llquor in here, some
way, the Lord only knows how., Any-
way, they're not fit for burning Mon-
day morning. I've just sent them word
by Coronel that It's got to quit, or they
do”

“Suppose they do?" MacLean was
startled, Not an Indlun could be
spured at that stage of the gnwme,

“Bloif " Rleknrd got up.  “They
won't take the chunce of losing that
money, I'm off now to the Crossing.
I'll leave you in charge here,”

The next morming Wookter broke in-
to the ramadn whera MaocLean sat
clicking his typewriter.

l “Everything's up, Rickard's done it

-y ——

now. Sent gsome all-fired, Independent
kindergarten orders to the Indinns,
Hays they have to be In bed by ten
o'clock, or some such hour on Satur-
day and Sunday nights. It's n strike,
thelr answer, That's what hls monkey-
Ing has brought down on us”

“They're not golng to quit?"

“They've sent word they won't work
on Mondays, and they will go to bed
when they choose Saturday nlghts,
Losing one day a week! We can't
stand for that., Luck’s been playing
mito his hands, but this will show him
ap. This'll show Marshall hls pet
clerk. Tell Casey there'll be no In-
dinns tomorrow.” He sputtered ono-
grily out of the oflice.

Rickard seemed pleased when Macs
Lean made the announcement a few
hours later.

His secretary wns welghing him.
“What do you intend to do about it3"

“Call their blufl,” grinned Casey,
ghowing teeth tobacco had not had a
chance to spoil. “Boyecott them."

MuecLean found Wooster at the river-
bank with Tom Hardin, The two men
were watching a plledriver set a re-
bhellious pile. 'I'wo new trestles wera
to supplement the one which had been
bent out of line by the welght of set-
tling drift. Marshall's plan was being
followed, though jeered at by reclumas
tion men and the engineers of the D.
R, company.

“Stop the mattress wenving and
dump Hke hell!" had been his orders.

“Boycott the Indinns, well I'm
blowed,” the bendy eyes sparkled ag

Hardin, *“Now he's cut his own
throat.”
“By the eternall” swore Heardin,

MacLean left the two engineers match-
Ing onths.

There was an ominous quiet the next
fay. Not an Indian offered to work at
the river. A few stolld bucks came to
thelr taske on Tuesday morning; they
were told by Rickard himself that
there was no work for unem. Rickard
appeared ignorant of the antagonism
of the engineers,

An unfathered rumor started that
Rickard was in with the Reclamation
Service men; that he wanted the work
to fail; to be adopted by the Service.
MuncLean broke a lance or two against
the absurd slander. IHe was making
the discovery that a man’s friendship
for a man may be deeper than a man's
love for & woman., He was a Rickard
man, He was mande to feel the re-
proach of it.

Wednesday not an Indlan reported,
Coronel passed from camp to camp,
his advice unpopulpr. Scouts sent out
to watch the work on the rlveg report-
ed It was erippled. The white man
would be sending for the Indian soon.
The waltlpg braves sat on thele
haunches, grinolng and smoking thelr
plpes,

Saturday mnight the camp went
gloomily to bed. On the Indian slde
there was no revel, no feasting or
dancing.

Rickard did not turn In until after
midnight, planning alternatives. He
was sleeping hard when MuacLean, at
dawn, dashed into his tent.

“Quick, what does this mean?”

It was a splendld spectacle, and
staged superbly. For background, the
sharp-edged mountalns flushing to
pinks and purples .gninst a one-hued
sky; the river-growth of the old chan-
nel uniting them, blotting out miles of
desert Into a flat scene. On the ope
posite bank of the New r'ver, flve
hundred strong, lined up formidably,
thelr faces grotesque and feroclous
with paint, were the seven tribes. The
sun's roys glinted up from their fire-
arms, shotguns, revolvers, into a mot-
ley of dellance! Cocopnhs, with
streaming halr, blanketed Navajos,
short-halred Pimas, those In front rein-
Ing In thelr silent ploto ponles, and all
motionless, silent in that early morne
Ing light.

“What does it mean?' whispered
MacLean. Rickard did not answer, Ho
had one nauseous instunt as he looked
townrd Innes' tent. Then he broke Into
laughter,

“See, the white horse, no, in front—"

“By jove,” MacLean slupped his
thigh, *“Coronel! They had-me buf-
faloed. What do you think it isy"

Rickard stepped out lnto the wash
of morning alr and woaved a solemn

salute pcross the river. Gravely it
wus returned by Coronel,

“What does it mean? demanded
MuacLean,

“It means we've won," chuckled his
chief, coming back into his tent,

An hour later Coronel led in a picked
group of the tribes, If the white chleg
would recall the boycott the Monday
strike was over. The white man's aile
ver had won,

(TO BE CONTINUEL.)

“Out of the Mouths of Babes®

Willie, to talkative caller—"Wen,
now that you've come, I suppose I shall
have to go for the doctor.” "Talkative
Caller—"Why, Willle?" Willle—"Faths=
er says you nlways make him (111"

Dream Tears.

Far beiter to dream of erying than
of laughter, for tenrs In a dream mean
Joy and werriment In real life; while
laughter, when It ls dream laughter,

presages dificult clreumstancos,
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